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hours when the hot blue night pressed against the
windows he imagined her in Stephen's arms, her
lips, that she had hardly let him kis$? given to
Stephen^ her bodys that he had been afraid to
touch, taken by Stephen. The scent of thejasmine?
unbearably sweet5 followed him as he walked up
and down the Mascarenes's suite holding the baby?
and always in his tired brain3 with his thoughts of
Rosa3 the remembrance of that other girl troubled
him. There was something he had seen or had not
seen, Mr* Mascarenes too. What was it? Robert
could not remember. Echo was in it, but who was
Echo? Was it a dream5 or the echo of a dream, or
was it Blanche talking? An echo of a dream told a
long time since3 an echo of words that somewhere
someone had spoken.